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Author's Notes: 
Depicts the boys in their Foxboro Hot Tubs incarnations. In case the summary and title didn\'t give it away, 
possibly offensive. 


Rw Re Re Ke Ko Ko Kw HK 


He dripped grenadine into each portion, just enough to dye the clear liquid a deep, vivid red. Then he picked up 
two of the shotglasses, crystal winking ruby as he tilted them forward, shooting bloodied tequila down the 


throats of the two men kneeling in front of him. 


He watched them swallow, Adam's apples bobbing lewdly. Tré's eyes opened first and he shuffled forward, red- 
stained lips nuzzling at the presented groin And then Mike's opened too, another pair of exalted baby blues 
trained on him and another set of hands seeking skin, soft and round this time, a wetted fingertip teasing at 
his asshole even as Tré worked his cock, licking and sucking the hard flesh while Mike pushed that finger inside 


to stroke his prostate again and again. 


He threw his head back with a breathless keen, groping blindly for the remaining tequila and downing it in one 
go. The alcohol burned through his system, mixing with the arousal to form a potent, volatile cocktail, and he 
slammed the empty shotglass on the table. 


Mouths and hands withdrew at the thump and both men rose to their feet as he tucked himself into his jeans. 
He kissed one, then the other, sharing the taste of tequila and desire, and then he stepped back. Energy coiled 
within him like a living thing, impatiently waiting to burst free, and a wicked grin settled on the Reverend's face 


in tandem with the white sunglasses. 


"Let's rock and roll, bitches." 


